>Rita rapt her fingers against the kitchen table, fuming in her seat with an empty writing journal sitting in front of her. Her first paid day off of the summer and she couldn't come up with a single idea for her new novel! It was already noon; she'd had at least come up with some writing excercises that she would do to get the ideas flowing, but she couldn't even muster up the drive to do that. Sighing, she sat back in her chair and waited to hear the tell tale signs of her children running about. Maybe they'd give her some inspiration.
>She waited a good five minutes before she realized that nearly everyone was out of the house. Even Lily was gone, Lori having taken her with her on some sort of date with Bobby to further test his skill with babies. The silence of the house was deafening. 
>'At least I know why I'm not getting any work done.' she mused to herself. Raising the herd of children over the years got her used to all the noise and tremors that came with it, so it made sense that the moment of silence would catch her off guard. She was about to resign herself to napping in her seat when a series of foot falls came from the stairs. Looking over, she saw that the sole son of the house was still here, a long stack of comics in his arms that he set down next to the armchair, hopping over the back so he could dig himself into the upholstery just right. Grinning, Rita grabbed her journal and made her way to Lincoln.
>"Hows my favorite son-" she stopped just over the boy, registering that he was currently in his skivvies. "You know, honey, you might be getting a bit too old to be lounging around in your underwear all the time. The others might say something."
>"Aw, c'mon ma! It's not like I'm hurting anyone! Besides, once you get this comfy, nothing else matters except me, the chair and my comics."

>She was about to lecture more when an idea popped up in Rita's brain. Lincoln always kept laser sharp focus on his comics when he was down to his undies, even when the rest of his sisters were shaking the house. If he could keep that sort of focus on his thing while in his skivvies...
>Rita made her way to the master bedroom, rudely leaving the conversation she was having with Lincoln. He looked up when he didn't hear her continue to lecture him, but shrugged and went back to his comic. After a few minutes, he looked up again when he heard the door to his parents bedroom open back up, at which the boy almost ripped his comic in two. Rita had stripped down to her own undies, a plain white bra and panty combo, and hopped over the back of the couch to lay herself out on the leather, her journal and pencil in hand. She took a sec to get comfortable, and looked up at her son.
>"You were right, honey! This is super comfortable!"
>"M-Mom! What are you doing?!"
>"I'm having a bit of a rut in coming up with ideas for my story, and I figure that you have the right idea with this if you can keep focused on your comics! Besides, isn't it nice to have something that we both do, honey?"
>"N-no! Weren't you just telling me about how I'm getting too old for this sort of stuff?!"
>"Yes, but you said that it doesn't really hurt anyone, and I think you're right. As long as it stays inside the house, I guess I don't really have any objections! It just so happens that it goes the same with me and the others."
>"But-" "AND since this is MY house, I get to make the rules! So you better get to used to this," she gestured to her lying form. "A bit more often, young man!" Fully exasperated, Lincoln could only hide his blushing face behind his now crumpled comic. Rita let out a sigh of contentment and went to work in her journal, confident that she could finally get some inspiration in her comfy state.

>A good half hour passed and Rita was back to fuming, nowhere near to making progress in her journal. She was comfy; the leather of the couch had done well in making sure of that, and stripping down had indeed increased the amount of comfort that she was in. She was definitely focused; if she stared harder at the empty pages they would had started to catch fire. So what was up?!
>Groaning, she sat up from the couch, feeling the subtle peel of her skin from the leather. The heat of the summer day could not be ignored, and as much as stripping down had helped, Rita was still a bit sweaty. Looking down she saw that her cloth bra was a bit soaked, leaving a dark spot on the length between her breasts, making her scowl.
>"Hey, honey, Mama's gonna get something cold to drink. You want me to-" Looking up at Lincoln, she noticed some particular things about her son:
>1. He was shaking like a leaf in the wind, jittering in his seat like a vibrating phone.
>2. He was still grasping the same crumpled comic that he was reading when she first came into the living room. Lincoln wasn't the fastest reader, but he did not need a full half hour to read through a twenty to thirty page comic.
>"Honey?" Rita ventured, slowly getting off the couch. She hadn't really paid too much attention to the boy, but she did remember him taking quick glances at her lying form as she tried to brute force her way to write. It couldn't be...
>"Are you ok, Lincoln?" She tip toed her way to her son, still tightened into a psudo ball on the armchair, afraid that she would startle the boy. He was getting to THAT age, but still...
>She finally got right in front of Lincoln, and gasped as she looked down beyond his comic. Her fears were confirmed as, in contrast to the boy's tense state, she saw that the fabric of his underwear had formed a tent. At her gasp he stopped shaking, and slowly looked up to face his maker, eyes wide and pupils contracted.

>Rita stood above her trembling son for what felt like hours, unsure of where to go with this. She had inadvertently given Lincoln a boner by splaying herself out on the couch. Several thoughts ran through her head: should she scold him for ogling? Call some shrink so they can work through whatever this is? Help him out with his stiffy? Warn the girls about-
>'Wait, what?!' she mentally slapped herself. 'Rita Loud, you did not just think about... assisting your son!... Did you?' The hornet's nest her mind became was interrupted when she heard a sniffle come from the boy on the armchair. Looking down, her heart shattered a bit when she saw that Lincoln was on the verge of tears, again shaking in his spot the longer he was in the shadow of her.
>"Muh-mum... I-I'm sorry... I don... I don't know whats wrong with me... I c-couldn't help myself..." he sputtered, dropping the comic to the ground as he turned his head away from Rita's concerned gaze, terrified of how this could go. "I-I mean, I couldn't- I didn't mean- I... I... I..." at this the boy let the tears fly, and tried to ball himself up. Moving faster than her thoughts, Rita scooped Lincoln up into a tight hug, burying his head into her bosom.
>"It's ok, Honey! It's all ok..." Rita cooed, her maternal instincts taking over. She didn't know exactly how to handle the situation itself, but she sure as hell knew how to calm one of her children down from bawling. Lincoln sobs turned back into sniffles, and he returned the hug in full to Rita's relief. The adrenaline from her actions started to fade, though, and her mind went back into overdrive as she still had no idea how to handle this situation.
>Especially when she felt something hard poke her thigh.

>It seemed that, in response to her hug, Lincoln had tried to dig himself against Rita as much as possible, almost as if he was scared of being dropped on the ground. The boy had clamped his legs onto his mother's ample sides, their skin sliding against each other as he pressed more and more against her. The more he squirmed, the more Rita could feel his little pal prod against her, his undies doing absolutely nothing to muffle the blows.
>"Li-Lincoln, calm down!" she tried, her voice strained to no end. Of all the things she had expected of raising a family, her son grinding against her as she hugged him in the air was something she never expected. The neurons in her brain started to smoke to find a solution to this problem, trying to find the perfect way to move forward.
>They all dropped dead when, by accident, Lincoln humped his clothed shaft against her panties, brushing against Rita's womanhood. She let out a loud gasp, tightened her hug and squished her thighs together, eliciting a yelp from the boy as he was now caught in her impromptu trap of sorts. Rita's mind started to harp on an earlier thought she had, as if framing it up with flashing lights: helping Lincoln out with the tent in his skivvies.
>She realized that she was veritably strangling her son's pelvis, the boy hyperventilating at the feeling, and removed him from the hug, a light tearing sound coming from their now sweaty bodies uncoupling. Rita held her son up by the armpits, looking straight into his twitchy eyes. A quick glance down showed that his underwear seemed to had grown a wet spot.
>"Am... am I in trouble, Mom?"
>"Not exactly, Lincoln. But we are going to talk. In my room."

>Rita carried Lincoln through the master bedroom door bridal style, cradling him as carefully as she could, before setting him down on the large bed. He moved backwards a bit, sitting up at attention for whatever his mom had to say to him, heart pounding loud enough to rival one of his sister's amps. Rita took a bit of time to really look at him: he was still trembling, hands on his knees as they formed a v while he sat up, still sporting the stiffy. He stopped hyperventilating, to her relief, and took deep breaths through his nose that made his chest and stomach rise and fall adorably. She thought that all of her children were adorable, sure, but right now, Lincoln was absolutely-
>"Hey, ma? What are we gonna do on the bed?" She was brought out of her stupor at his voice, tentative and cautious, as usual. Rita shook her head, and sat down on the side of her mattress, crossing her legs. That seemed to make Lincoln gulp, to her delight.
>"Lincoln... I need to ask you some questions." Rita's brain started to work again, though the realization of where things were was muted as her earlier thought still dominated. Still, there was enough of a conscious to try to scale things back. "Firstly, is this the first time that this" gesturing to his privates,"has happened to you?"
>"N-no..." he flustered. "I-I get it sometimes when I... see some things..."
>"Things like me, sweetie?" "No! I mean- Thi- this is the first time it's gotten like this around you, mom..." he admitted, a hint of shame in his voice. It sent sparks up Rita's spine.
>"Now, now, honey. I brought you here so we can fix this. So you've had an erection before. What else made you like this?" "W-Well, I get it sometimes whenever Ace Savvy fights the Queens... I never read comics with them in it unless its in my room."
>"I see... anything else?" Lincoln looked to the side. "Lincoln, you have something you'd like to admit?"

>"I... sometimes I get like this... when I see Luna walk around pants... Leni too..." Rita brought a hand to her chin and nodded along to his confession.
>"When did it start?" "...About a month ago... Mom, I'm really sorry! I promise, I won't ever get like this agai-" Rita shushed her son, lightly tapping her finger against his lips and took the opportunity to sit herself completely on the bed, kneeling in front of Lincoln. 
>"It's fine, Lincoln. What you're going through is completely natural. What did you do whenever you got an erection, honey?" She saw that his eyes seemed to dart down at her breasts every now and again. The boy was trying, thats for sure.
>"I always tried to stay in my room whenever I got an... erection?" He looked up after saying it, his mom nodding at him. "I'd wait for it to go down. Sometimes it'd go easily, sometimes it'd stay for about a half hour... I dunno what to do, ma..." The boy's dejected mood was cute, but a question buzzed through Rita's head, one that would open the floodgates to something drastic.
>"Have you ever tried... stroking it, Lincoln?" He looked up at her quizzically. "I-if you stroked it, honey, you can make it go down."
>"Really?!" he shot up at that, but then looked to the side. "But... isn't that dirty, mom? It's not like I can just do that anywhere..."
>"That's correct, hon. It's something that you only do when you have complete privacy. ...Hm, given our house, it's actually understandable why you haven't done it yet..."
>"S-so if I do this, it'll go down and stuff?! I'll go try it now before the others get back!" He tried to get up but Rita clasped her hands on his shoulders.
>"Hang on, honey! There's a bit more to it than just jerking yourself!" "Jerking...? Well, how complicated can it really get, ma?" Every shred of conscious she had left was screaming at her to just explain what would happen, but it feel on deaf ears as she sealed her actions with a single question:
>"Why don't I just show you?"

>"Y-you're gonna show me? How?" "Sit on my lap, Lincoln." She sat back, going cross legged and patted her thigh. Hesitantly, Lincoln crawled to Rita, trembling as he sat himself down, resting his head in the crook of her arm. Rita held him tight, and snaked her hand into his undies.
>"M-Mom!" "Sh-sh-shh. Just let me show you..." she whispered, and exposed the boy's member to the open air by slipping the cloth down his legs. It sat twitching on his pelvis, a bit of liquid drooling out of the tip. Rita simpered, and dragged a finger along the slit, making Lincoln shiver.
>"This wet stuff, honey, is called pre-cum. This is the stuff you use to stroke yourself with. If you jerked yourself while dry you'd risk hurting it. Understand?" She looked down at his face, seeing that he was back to hyperventilating. She smirked, rubbing her fingers with the liquid before getting her full hand around the shaft. "I'm gonna start stroking now, honey. You ready?" Rita knew that he wasn't in any condition to respond, so she began.
>The room soon filled with the sound of haggard panting and squelching as Lincoln writhed in Rita's lap, her hand moving up and down his member with great control, the woman adding in some twists from time to time to really make him squeal. She drank in the boy's lolling face, tongue lazily hanging out the side of his mouth. He was completely limp. It filled her with glee, to the point where a bit of wetness started to form in her snatch.
>"Muh-Mum! I lub yew...!" he moaned, his legs tensing up, telling Rita that he was getting close to cumming. She exhaled through her nose, closing her eyes as she felt that the fun was coming to an end, not noticing that the boy seemed to regain the use of his own arms.
>"Ok, honey, I want you to pay attention to this! This is what happens when you- MMMPH!" She was silenced as Lincoln shot up, roughly grabbing her head and dragging her into a deep, moaning kiss as he erupted all over her hand and the bed.

>The kiss lasted till the boy finished spurting out the last of himself, Rita still wide eyed looking at Lincoln as his arms released her head and his lips left hers with a light smack. She brought a hand to her lips as he slowly regulated his breathing and looked between her and his pelvis, and the mess he had made. Rita noticed that a light mark of her lipstick lined his lips. The boy's brain seemed to catch up with him as his head darted between his shaft and his mom's surprised face.
>"Lincoln...?" "O-Oh god mom! I-I'm so sorry! I-it just felt so good, it felt right..." in his panic he didn't see Rita lick her lips.
>"Lincoln." "Please don't be mad at me! Aw why didn't I just read my comics in my room?!" she brought her face closer to his.
>"Lincoln!" "Just send me away, mom! I-I don't think I can be trusted being around- MMGH!" Rita hooked her arms around his head, dropping herself onto him as she got him into a much deeper kiss than what he had done, forcing her tongue into his mouth to rub against his. While over him she angled her legs so she could sit on him and simply laid on the boy as they swapped spit, Lincoln now kissing back just as furiously, his own arms now back around her shoulders. They necked for a couple minutes before Rita detached for air.
>"Wow, honey... just wow..." "Did... was I outta line..?"
>"No, Linky." Rita circled a finger against his moving chest. "I just... I figured that I'd just teach you how to masturbate, not get caught up in... just wow..."
>"Masturbate? I thought it was called jerking off ma!" They both laughed and continued to cuddle, their skin sticking to each other as the two were drenched in sweat, Rita lazily nipping at Lincoln's face, making him giggle. She looked off to the side.
>"Hmm. I didn't get to show you what exactly happens at the end ... guess we'll have to do it again... later..." she trailed off as she saw that the boy's cock was still standing tall, twitching defiantly in the air.

>"Don't suppose I could ask you to stroke me again, mom?" He chuckled, but the gears were turning in Rita's head again, and her conscious was nowhere to be found to stop it.
>"Oh, honey" she breathed lustfully into his ear, "I got something even better planned for you." She smacked his cheek, and started to sit up, straddling his waist. With one hand she moved the cloth guarding her womanhood to the side, exposing a neatly trimmed bush leading down to a visibly wet snatch. With the other she began to remove her top. Lincoln simply stuttered at the sight of her, letting out a series of buhs as her top flew into his face. He sat up and set the top aside, to find that Rita had parked her lower lips against his cock, the hairs lightly tickling it. 
>"Muh-Mom... what... why..." Rita shushed him and brought Lincoln into her arms, slowly raising her hips up and dragging their privates together before resting herself right above the head, the very tip starting to enter her folds.
>"Consider this an advanced lesson on what to do when you get like this, baby." At that she dropped down on the boy's lap, taking him all in to the hilt with a squelch and a short scream from Lincoln. He panted as the searing heat of Rita loins enveloped him in whole, Rita holding his head in place so she could lovingly stare into his eyes as he ran a gamut of pleasure. When his breathing normalized, she raised her hips back up, eliciting some sad coos from him, then plunged back down on him, expelling whatever breath he had recovered. 
>She kept at it for a while, slowly increasing the speed at which she moved up and down, working up a fast tempo that destroyed what little composure Lincoln had. He went limp again, Rita following him and laying back on top, biting her lip when he started to suckle on her nipple with the last of his remaining strength. The room was a hotbox of musk and noise, the sound of their mashing hips and hearty moans mixing together in perfect harmony.

>Rita had let out a particularly loud moan when she felt Lincoln's legs start to tense up again. Knowing what it signaled, a final idea popped up in her head, and she leaned down to whisper in her son's ear.
>"You know, baby, it was really flattering to see that you got hard for me. Girls really like it when that happens; makes em feel special." she punctuated that by licking his ear, and eased her grip on him. At that last bit of urging, Lincoln got a sudden boost in energy, roughly grabbing her and flipping her onto her back, then climbed on top and reinserted, and pounded. 
>"Oh, GOD yes! Keep going, baby! Keep- MMmph..." He grabbed the sides of her head again to mash his lips with hers, darting his tongue inside to dance with Rita's while his chest rubbed up with her breasts. She squeezed him tight, both with her arms and with her snatch as he drove his manhood in and out.
>"Mahm! Ah Lub Yew! Ah Lub Yew!" he panted as they swapped more spit, blushing furiously as the two stared intently into each other's eyes. His pace quickened further, his mind fried as he simply slapped against Rita. Sensing the end, she hooked her legs against his back to lock him into place, giving him enough room so he could jack rabbit against her.
>With one final thrust and a guttural groan, he jammed himself in as deep as he could inside of his mom and let loose the largest load of his short life, the force of which setting Rita herself over the edge as she released her own orgasm to mix with her son's as her walls were painted white. The boy let four good long spurts, jamming himself further in with each one, before coaxing out some stragglers by thrusting in and out for a bit. Rita released her hold on his waist, her legs splaying out to the sides to allow him to exit. As he removed himself, a torrent of their cum came with it, his plug letting it all dribble out onto the sheets. Lincoln collapsed onto Rita, eyes heavy with fatigue.
>"Best... vacation... ever..." She panted.